interred there. When I left this old historic place it seemed a fitting close to my searches. My mind wandered over Scottish history to Mary Queen of Scots who gave the ground to be a graveyard; to Charles I who received the National Covenant signed there; to Charles II and his barber; to Charles II,-there is, of course, none, but there was Bonnie Prince Charlie and the '45. Then it occurred to me that James Rae was in Edinburgh during the Jacobite control of the city. What were his reactions to this? A search failed to reveal any direct contact but his master, George Lauder, featured prominently.
My search has led me to many places and I have been helped by many people: in particular, Miss Armitt, Assistant Archivist of Edinburgh, Miss Brown, Librarian at the College of Surgeons of Edinburgh, Mr. J. C. Young, Secretary to the Registrar of Births, Deaths and Marriages, Edinburgh, Dr. C. A. Malcolm of the Signet Library and the Assistants at the Edinburgh Room of the Edinburgh Central Library. I am grateful to the President and Council of the Royal College of Surgeons of Edinburgh for permission to quote from the Minutes of the Incorporation of Surgeons. [Marc/i 4, 1953] The Value and Significance of Representational Painting, Especially in Regard to History By Sir GERALD KELLY, P.R.A., LL.D. SIR GERALD KELLY opened his lecture by saying: I want to talk to you about the subject in which I take most interest, namely painting, that is to say, representational painting. I am 74, and therefore it is evident that I am slightly past my middle age, and I do not suppose that I shall see another 74 years, but by the end of that time there may not be many people alive who would wish to talk about representational painting because the subject will have lost interest. It is, I think, so much easier to design triangles and yellow squares and call the result a portrait of my aunt, and if you could see my aunt you would know that I was right! Without being too frightfully pompous, I want to try and explain to you what it is that the representational painter tries to do. When people started to make pictures they did not analyse what it was they sought when they looked at an object. They just went up to the object whatever it might be -an orange, a house, a river, a woman-and painted it. If they painted the Virgin Mary they may have taken as a model their best girl. But they took a lot of trouble about it and they made out what might be called a catalogue of the object in question. You may see the pictures of the Virgin Mary and the cradle and the little Child and if you are looking at a Leonardo da Vinci you will get a wonderful picture of the Virgin Mary and the Child. The drawing of the figures is exquisite, the design is wonderful, and as you look at each item in the composition you recognize what the object is. All details are sharply defined, as if examined separately. Leonardo's restless mind was never contented. He redesigned his pictures again and again.
But the "representational painting" I am talking about is a different thing. It is using paint to describe the impression of things seen, something which has moved you so much that you want either to share the pleasure with others or to make the magic of it permanent on canvas.
Without insisting that a representational painter may be intellectual (for modern critics insist that they are not) I do claim that representational painters are strangely moved by the beauty which God has provided and which we meet in the world as our eyes look around. They (representational painters) are subject to the same kind of accident that befell St. Paul on his way to Damascus. The beauty of something overwhelms them.
That, of course, is a highly coloured version of what happens to a representational painter when he decides to paint a picture. From the moment of such decision he has to obey a certain scheme; he has to conform to what happens in his mind. If you see a pretty lady or a pleasant object you see it because the light is coming from somewhere and the shadows are being formed, and since our eyes can only record what appears at the moment, the eye has to hold and bind the thing together until you get it fixed in the painting. Let me try to put it again: Suppose you see an object quite close to you which is round in shape, orange in colour, and smells like an orange, you know that it is an orange; but if a row of such objects were placed at an increasing distance away you would not see the most distant ones as oranges. They would, from your point of view as a representational painter, not be oranges at all. So the representational painter is trying to explain what it is that he sees as the light is reflected into his eye. You are able, if you are competent enough (like one of the Dutch painters whose work was recently on view at Burlington House), to recognize the difference between a piece of sacking and a blanket simply by the manner in which one or the other object reflects the light. All representational painting consists of recording the relative amount of light reflected into the eye, and such painters as Jan Vermeer van Delft are doing just that. There was a French painter named Chardin who painted marvellous pictures of pots and pans and in the same way Velazquez painted Kings and Queens and he managed to produce magical beauty by means of a straight representation of this rendering of light. Velazquez more than any painter who has ever lived was able to do this. He had the eye that could not be contaminated by experience. You remember that story of our Blessed Lord restoring sight to the man who had been blind from birth, and after the miracle the correspondent of a local paper went up to the man and asked him what he saw-the sort of thing any journalist would ask. The man replied that he saw men as trees walking. I am not quite certain what it means. He was frightfully muddled, but he saw some things moving, and others static, and the only thing he could think of was that the men walked and the trees stood still. So thrilled was he with what he recognized, and the same was true of Velazquez who put down in paint what he saw, just as he saw it, and each time a pattern of colour and light came to him he recorded it with the awful sincerity and the beautiful innocence of a small child.
I want to show some lantern slides of the pictures of Velazquez. The first one I have put in the lantern deliberately upside down. I have done so in order that you may share in the simplicity of the Velazquez vision. What he is looking at he records and he could have recorded it equally well had it been upside down. The subject in this instance is a chair with an adorable little dog and there is the hand of a child on the chair. Those of you who have studied that hand must be aware how lovely it is. The subject offered Velazquez his opportunity to put down just what he was seeing and not what he knew to be there.
In another picture of the same kind notice how the thumb is almost entirely hidden under the separated fingers. Velazquez was perfectly content to put down that rudimentary version of the thumb. And here again I show you the picture turned upside down, and suggest to you that Velazquez could have painted it in that way just as well as in the other.
Any painter, other than Velazquez, would have put down a little more than he saw, would have indicated the structure of the fingers, but Velazquez put down e-actly what he saw, with innocent veracity. Now I show you a very large picture called the "Tapestry Weavers". It represents a corner of the workshop. In the foreground is a lovely girl winding the wool and to the left of her an older woman spinning her thread. Do you notice the wheel going round? Then we have in the background of the picture two ladies of fashion. I assure you that this painting is so true that when you stand in front of it you can feel yourself in the century in which Velazquez lived-the seventeenth-and you feel that at any moment you could walk round and talk to the people pictured there.
I want now to show you a whole group of Velazquez paintings representing dwarfs about the Court. Here we have the portrait of an angry little man, a dwarf with his little feet stretched out towards you. I draw your attention to the rudimentary way in which his hands seem to be depicted. Velazquez saw no more of them than that, and what he saw he put down in paint. In another dwarf this audience will not need to be told from his appearance that he is syphilitic and is suffering from hydrocephalus-he is an awful creature. But out of such material Velazquez made an exquisite picture. I draw your attention in particular to his right hand. He is holding a pack of playing cards. Do you notice that if a player to-day took up a pack of cards that is exactly the way in which he would hold them? Need I say much more about the thrill one gets from Velazquez? A very eminent man once said to me, "You know, Gerald, recognition is not an asthetic emotion". That gave me a jolt, but in a moment I recovered for, after all, I had experienced keen and delightful emotion and it did not really matter to me that it should not be classed as asthetic. So when you go home, you can say that you have recognized certain objects like hands and dogs in the photograph of a painting, but you recognize that though it is rather a pleasure to do so it is not an esthetic one. Here we have another marvellous portrait of Pope Innocent X. The subject has a red face and a greasy skin and Velazquez makes a wonderful pattern out of it. Next there is a picture about which I am going to give you the story. It is a very big picture and if it were by anyone else would be termed a sketch. It is called "The Maids of Honour". To the left of the picture you see the back of a big canvas, which is the very canvas on which this picture is being painted; you see Velazquez himself, standing back in front of this canvas, and in the foreground the little Infanta, with a Lady of Honour between her and Velazquez on her knees offering a little scarlet bottle on a salver. There is a second Maid of Honour on her other side. In the shadowy background there are several figures, a duenna, and to the right, in the foreground, there are two dwarfs and a dog. Of course the Maids of Honour are Ladies of great family and in elegant clothes, but they are not remarkable for beauty and the composition is a very odd one. But I feel sure that this is one of the most marvellous pictures in the world. Many times I have seen it and I have spent hours in front of it, and among those who have come and looked at it I have never heard any expression of disappointment. I believe it has pleased everybody who has seen it. When I was a small boy I used to imagine myself turned into a bluebottle, and in contemplating this picture I thought of that and imagined myself a bluebottle and buzzed off into the picture and flew about climbing up and down, and in my reverie I was loth to come out. About three years afterwards I was in front of that same picture and one of those very old ladies one meets in picture galleries came up and said to her companion, "There is a story of a man who found himself changed into a bluebottle and got into this picture frame and was never able to get out." I beg of you, if you ever find yourself in front of this picture, take care what you do.
I come next to some pictures by Franz Hals who did not have the beautiful vision of Velazquez. But he painted admirably and realistically. I have only to call your attention to the marvellous drawing of the hands, in particular of the thumb, in this picture. Next I show you a Rembrandt. I need not tell you why I like it. I should include it if I were asked to choose the ten finest portraits in the world. It is one of the pictures you cannot forget. I will show you a portrait of an ugly young woman by Vermeer which is a miracle of beauty.
I don't know how!
In all these examples I show you it is always the same story, the light revealing something delightful and the artist being content to depict it exactly as he saw it, and thereby to afford the pleasure of it to his fellows. In spite of all the awful things you have heard about painters, some of them are extremely delightful people and they are eager to allow you to share in the result of their gift.
Again I call your attention to the extraordinary ingenuity with which the hands in particular are managed in these pictures. The hand of a lady weighing some article of gold or pearls-I do not know what it is.
Then-we have a picture by Chardin again in the representational style. It shows a young man cleaning out dregs of wine from a leather bottle, and out of that particularly ugly boy and a few incidentals Chardin has made something memorable. In the same way there is this picture of a woman polishing a frying pan-almost a perfect picture, with admirable drawing. I bid you notice how her left hand holds the handle of the pan.
Then we have some pictures of still life, and these again have a beauty of their own.
My aim in talking to you is to explain how the relative amount oflight reflected from visible objects into our eyes gives the painter the chance of representing the third dimension, and perhaps the next time you look at pictures you will see something of what he saw and that will give you pleasure. The idea that because cultured and distinguished minds have admired Michelangelo you ought to like Michelangelo is the most awful poppycock. Do not bother about Culture. I do not wish to sneer at your culture, it may be good, but the important thing is for you to enjoy a work of art, then that work of art, be it painted, or poetry, or music, has justified itself by the thrill and entertainment it has given.
Years ago I had a great friend who, unfortunately, died. He was, in my opinion, a painter of the highest class. His pictures were almost entirely unknown. He used to choose a scene which he interpreted in a very simple way; he got the right colour and he put it in the right place. He painted a few portraits, admirable ones, but for the most part he was content to paint still life all the time. He and I planned to produce a book together about painting. He was going to write about the observation and mixing of tones and my share was to have been the te-hnical processes of painting a picture. The book never materialized, but some time after his death his widow sent me some of his notes and there is among them a passage so brief, so completely sensible that I will read it to you:
"The act of painting consists in the application of paint to canvas. Only when the brush is in contact with the canvas is the painter actually functioning, so to speak; and this contact or movement of the brush on the canvas is an act of drawing. Drawing, therefore, is the only thing which is actually happening during the moments when the picture is coming into existence on the canvas. Everything else the painter does in connexion with his picture is in the nature ofpreparation. To use a military analogy, composition may be likened to strategy, the furnishing of the brush with the right colour comes under the heading of "supply", but every time the brush touches the canvas it is 'zero hour' and then everything depends on courage and intensity of effort. Strategy and supply will not by themselves win battles, and organization is no substitute for will; they are, however, important as making for victory."
When you have said that about painting there is nothing more to be said. If you want to paint, you get the right colours (which are conditioned by the position of the object which you are attempting to paint) and then for you it is "zero hour", everything depending upon courage and intensity of effort. The difference between the greatest pictures in the world and all the others lies really and truly*in the courage and intensity with which the paint is put on the canvas. And now you know all about it.
Lord Webb-Johnson supplemented Sir Gerald Kelly's remarks by showing some pictures relating to medicine. The first was a woodcut of Vesalius and the second the drawing of "the studious skeleton", one of the illustrations from De Humani Corporis Fabrica published in the sixteenth century. Vesalius was not his own draughtsman, but he inspired the drawings. The inscription on the pedestal, as interpreted by Charles Singer, reads "Man's spirit lives. The rest is Death's portion". Other drawings of the human skeleton from Albinus might be described as "making these dead bones live". Lord Webb-Johnson showed a picture of the base of the brain from Willis's Cerebri Anatome (1664). That picture was one of several drawn by Christopher Wren. Wren visited Willis in his laboratory at Oxford, and asked "What are you going to do for these dissections?" to which Willis replied, "I am going to describe them", whereupon Wren answered, "Well, I am going to draw them". Other pictures shown by Lord Webb-Johnson included the famous portrait of John Hunter by Sir Joshua Reynolds, and a portrait of William Hunter by Zoffany, also a number of drawings from Charles Bell's Anatomy ofExpression (1806). He concluded by inviting the audience back to the Prado to admire the two pictures by Goya "La Maja Vetue" and "La Maja Nue". 462
